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TALL in your sunlit acres, Quiet among your trees, Or cool and calm in your garden When summer scatters the bees,
In your high white-walled parlours There breathes no echo of song, But dim through the folded curtains The day, drifting along.
Ploughing, sowing, and reaping, And over the fertile ground, From harvest on into harvest, The seasons following round.
You will die unremembered,
But your land will not die,
And still shall be red wheat stretching
Between a sky and a sky